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Summary: As a new pup returns to Adventure Bay after earning her degree at a Liberal Arts College, she finds herself inadvertently joining the PAW Patrol. It isn't long after that mutilated bodies are discovered throughout the city. The MO is violent and consistent, leading Ryder to believe that he and the PAW Patrol must take down Adventure Bay's first serial killer.





	1. Tumblr

**Tumblr**

**To the parents who are captive audiences to this show, this fic is dedicated to you. Note that this is a satire, and I don't know every little nuance about the actual show.**

She trotted off of the train and onto the platform with an air of dignity, her nose pointing skyward and her awareness of her surroundings absent. The tan chihuahua, with dyed green hair atop her head, had once called this place her home and would call it such once again now that she had finished her arts degree majoring in sociology.

Now that she was home, she needed to make use of her gifts and bring awareness to the residents of this podunk town through her blog. Yet, in spite of spending all of her train ride mulling over the theme of it, she found herself drawing a blank.

A scent brought her back to reality and she fixed her gaze on the crowd gathering beyond the glass doors. What was that scent in the people? Curiosity and worry?

There was a crisis and the spectators were gathering like flies on rotten meat.

Pathetic.

She darted through the doors and toward the crowd to find what the spectacle was. A cat in a tree. They all stood around, gawking at this cat in a tree.

"Excuse me," she barked in exasperation, "but you should know that you are drawing unnecessary attention to that poor cat and shaming her for getting stuck!"

Nobody heard her. Nobody cared.

She sat then, trembling-typical of her breed.

Sirens broke the din of the crowd and a red fire truck, with a dalmatian in firefighting gear riding on top, rolled up. She heard them murmur his name. They called him Marshall and murmured about something else called the PAW Patrol. She darted and weaved through everyone's feet to get to the front of the crowd. By then, Marshall had already mounted and climbed the ladder to the cat in the tree.

"It's okay, kitty," he soothed, getting closer. "Just reach out and I'll-"

The cat leapt and clung to the pup's muzzle, sinking claws into flesh.

"-yeouch!"

Marshall, with the cat attached, tumbled backwards and down the ladder. The crowd gasped. Marshall and the cat then rolled off the truck and over the grass, coming to a stop safe and sound. The crowd then cheered as a little girl scooped up the orange cat and cradled her.

"Thanks for saving my kitty, Marshall!"

Marshall, still dizzy from his fall, smiled and got up unsteadily onto all fours.

"It was nothing," he replied airily, as he stumbled about and tripped again.

His firefighting helmet slid over his brow and everyone laughed at him and applauded while he howled.

She stalked back into the crowd, an idea forming.

* * *

><p>The Lookout, headquarters of the PAW Patrol, came into view as she padded along the sidewalk. Maybe the PAW Patrol would offer some interesting bits to write about. Who were they and what were they like? Would they let her interview them? She caught herself whimpering before steeling herself against her worries.<p>

With a growl, she darted toward the tower's glass doors that opened as she approached. When she came into the lobby, she noticed a pack of puppies her size huddling into an elevator. The same one from before slid last into the elevator and knocked the others down before the elevator closed and ascended.

She plodded over to the closed doors and wondered just where it led. After nosing about, her snout depressed a button that brought the elevator back down to the ground floor. Curiosity had the better of her and she stepped onto the platform of the elevator.

The doors slammed shut and she yelped in surprise, turning to face them.

**"****State your name,"** an electronic voice resounded, barely human yet conveying a feminine inflection.

"Er," she paused, trembling, "Tumblr!"

**"****Acknowledged,"** the computer replied, **"please remain calm."**

Tumblr then found herself ensnared in a grid of green lasers that did no harm and offered no feeling.

"W-what are you doing to me?"

**"****Assessing your hidden talent. It appears to be passive-aggressive social activism."**

"How?" Tumblr barked indignantly.

**"****Your neural activity indicates an argumentative personality coupled with a desire to make your rhetoric known. Interesting. I shall outfit you as a reporter, is this agreeable?"**

"Reporter?"

**"****Yes, you are here to join the team. Though the team leader does not know or consent, there is a statistical likelihood of 99.9 percent that you will be welcome-in spite of your abrasive nature. A female is welcome to the team."**

"Hey!" She exclaimed harshly. "Do not presume to know my gender based on appearances. You don't know my pronoun!"

**"****Given the neural activity picked up by my scanners, you are a cis-gendered pansexual female. I presume nothing."**

Tumblr grumbled, bested by the machine.

**"****Do you consent?"**

"I consent," she sighed heavily.

**"****Outfitting you with your gear. Welcome to the PAW Patrol."**


	2. What is Dead?

**What is Dead?**

The pups giggled as they romped about the observatory in their gear. Ryder still had to show up and brief them on their next mission, so now seemed as good of a time as any to play. Chase wagged his tail as he encircled the others, lunging towards the larger bulldog in construction gear, Rubble.

"Tag!" Chase yelped mid lunge, crashing into Rubble who simply laughed as they toppled over.

It was then that the elevator door opened and she fell out.

Chase's ears perked up as his head whipped in her direction. He began to wag his tail as he approached with the others in tow.

"My name's Chase, who are you?" He asked in earnest as he threw her a measuring gaze.

She was smaller than Skye and a different breed, too. Her fur was tan, but the hair on top of her head was green. Her backpack was black, not like any of their colors. Chase then noticed her PAW Patrol badge. The badge had a strange symbol, too-a microphone?

"H-huh?" She replied groggily, getting up onto her paws. "I'm Tumblr."

Rubble trotted over and met her with a big grin.

"Are you a new PAW Patrol pup, Tumblr?"

"I-" Tumblr began, shakily. "I guess? The computer said-"

"We have a computer?!" Rocky, the mixed breed master of recycling in green, blurted with surprise.

"I've never talked to a computer," Rubble cut in, bouncing emphatically as he spoke.

"I-" Tumblr trailed off, shaking her little head in uncertainty.

"I'm Chase," he announced, talking over the other pups who were clamoring, and pointed his muzzle toward his blue uniform. "I'm a police pup."

"This is Rubble," Chase added, pointing his nose to the bulldog in yellow safety equipment, "he's a construction and demolition pup!"

He then pointed to Marshall in his firefighter gear. "Marshall is a firefighting pup!"

"Zuma is an aquatic rescue pup," Chase continued, moving onto the chocolate labrador wearing an orange hat and scuba gear. "He loves water!"

The brown cockapoo wearing pink goggles, who was about to be introduced, leapt forward into the center of the pups who circled Tumblr and did a backflip.

"And I'm Skye! I love to fly! What do you like to do?"

"I like to defend the marginalized and oppressed by checking people's privilege on social media," Tumblr replied, raising her nose to the ceiling. The pups looked up, wondering what she pointed at.

"I don't know what that means, but that sounds really important!" Chase praised, wagging his tail. "Want to play?"

Tumblr made a noise in her throat that Chase didn't quite recognize, though he had no time to think on it when a familiar voice cut through the chatter of the pups.

"Hey, pups," Ryder called out, announcing his presence.

Chase licked his lips and his ears perked as he shifted on his paws. Something was off in Ryder, the way he looked, the way he smelled, and the way he spoke. There must have been a very serious emergency for him to sound so-he searched for the word-sad.

"What's wrong, Ryder," Rubble probed, revealing the same concern Chase felt.

The little boy with close cropped brown hair sighed and looked down into his tablet, shaking his head.

"We've never done anything like this before, but-"

"No job is too big and no pup is too small, right?" Zuma barked playfully as he wagged his tail.

Chase could see he was trying to cheer Ryder up, too.

Ryder sighed and looked up from his tablet, and that was when he took notice of Tumblr. His brown eyes stayed on her and he forced a smile.

"Hi," he said flatly. "Who are you?"

"Um, I'm Tumblr," she stammered, having started to tremble when Ryder first noticed her. "I'm-uh."

"The reporter," Ryder finished for her. "I got a push notification on the pup-pad."

"Oh," Tumblr exhaled, looking to the floor. "I...uh…."

"Well, welcome to the team, Tumblr," Ryder interrupted, looking back into his pup-pad, "I'm sorry I'm not acting like myself. You'll all see why once I get everything on the screen."

Chase and the pups turned their attention to the large screen. There was a map of the docks and a red 'x' marking the end of the dock. The image moved to the left and another came up beside it, a drawing of a girl with red crossed out eyes and red lines scribbled over her throat.

"This is our Jane Doe. Cap'n Turbot found her and said she was a prostitute who went missing two days ago," Ryder explained.

"What's a pros-prostitute?" Skye asked as she stumbled over the word she'd never heard before.

"Is she stuck somewhere?" Marshall cut in, cocking his head to the right.

"No, Marshall. She's dead," Ryder explained as he looked between Skye and Marshall. "Cap'n Turbot said that a prostitute is a lady who gets paid to play with lonely sailors."

"Well, I bet it does get lonely being on a boat by yourself," Zuma offered as his tongue then lolled out of his mouth.

"What is dead?" Rubble puzzled aloud. "What does that mean?"

"It's worse than hunger," Ryder answered, his gaze on the large pup who Chase knew had almost starved before.

"Oh," Rubble trailed off, sitting back on his haunches. "Was it an accident?"

"No," Ryder answered, his voice solemn. "And we need to have a closer look."

The pups then stood at full attention, awaiting their assignments. All but Tumblr, who looked very lost.

"I want Chase, Marshall, and Tumblr to go. The rest of you need to wait here," Ryder ordered, closing the images on the screen.

"M-me?!" Tumblr spluttered breathlessly.

"Yes, you," Ryder replied matter-of-fact. "You need to take a look and tell Adventure Bay what happened. Got it?"

Tumblr's trembling stilled and she nodded. "Got it."

"Good," Ryder smiled, looking back to Chase. "You're in charge, detective. Whatever you need, Marshall can help you with. We're here for back up to, too."

"Okay!" Chase barked happily.

"Remember," Ryder advised, crossing his arms, "this isn't an accident. We have to find out who killed the prostitute and why."

Tumblr piped up.

"There's a lot wrong with the way you're referring to her-er, never mind."

Nobody responded to her, having literally followed her instruction to 'never mind'.

Chase then turned to Tumblr and Marshall.

"Time to move out on the double!"


End file.
